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A Letter From fhjo Pubj}i^G(^*^« 

'Miere have you gone Alex Nino Olid Pab1p Morcosft^^iie^sSi' 
:'song in thbV.q(restion isn't there? Wher^er you've bef^n^ Fs greq( fo 
Kaye you bacLf This issue marks the return of these two classic artists; 
to the comics scene.' Each brings his distinctive style to originol' 
/^pre.qtions Within these pages. Also spotlighted in this issue are. 
dynbijiic wrrtet/drtist combinations such os the U.K.'s Alan Gront/Jon 
Howoit), Mpebius inspired’ combination Jeon-Marc Lofftder/Timothy tl . 
and U.S. creralors Matt NixoW/Steven Riipp. Also, odventurous author 
Alan Dean Foster Is back once agon as he gives us a sneak peak of 
his new novel Phylogenesis; ■ - ... 
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We're ready to hit the highway this siird^r 


in Atlanta (DragonCon), Chicago. '(Wizard ’^Atorld) and San Diego 
(Comic-Con International). Stop by and tell us what you .think so 
for.. ..unless you have a problem that is, then write in'^ose. (laughs 
all around) If you moke it to Chicago,' ’check out our exclusive 
convention edition featuring a cover pain'tBjJ- .by. heavyweight Ortr^lS- 
;Aiek‘Ros$. Alex gives us his interpretation of tlie do«sic f^azetta pieced. 
:$p}d^rnon. . 


QUANtUM CAT ENTCRTAINMENt 
rHONEi4P7l 599-1272 fAXt407} 5990906.’ 


.;','j»|U$0k‘fpr. issue #8 on sale this July. Alex Nino gets .busy with 
'ond^hi^olUievy creation as he shows us how to paint, Nino-style. On 
the oiker Side' df the globe Russian artist Sergey Poyarkov lends his 
xonsiderM^ artcsttc talent and unique sense of interpretation to U.S. 
;.jwnTer. M’cdt^jSx^'s creation. Glasnost, anyone? Also featured are 
Joe Pruett/Phillip Xavier as they provide a 
^ott^fe^lOto^stple and Elio Leone/Tom Grindberg as they continue 
th^^^lfstic drama SpaceJackers. Seth Fisher rounds out issue #8 
,^wifh' at a primitive society's adaptation to advanced alien 
?'techrfoI^^‘ 
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FRANK FRAZE^AS 
"Indomitable” 


Many times I have sat in the studio of Frank Frazetta, surrounded by a wide array of 
masterpieces in oil, watercolor, and pen. His wife, Ellie, periodically changes the art on the 
walls to liven-up the room. There are a few originals, however, that Frank likes to have 
around him. The GOLDEN GIRL, DEATH DEALER, and the cover to Weird Science-Fantasy 
#29 are usually there. No one enjoys Frazetta art more than Frazetta! Another original that 
is usually present is the Conan cover known as INDOMITABLE. 1 asked Frank when he first 
realized that his art was special, not just the result of picking up a check and making a 
living. His answer was not unexpected; It was during the Conan series that I really came 
into my own and realized the power and impact that 1 could have with a brush." 
INDOMITABLE, not surprisingly, is one of Frazetta's favorite oils. It started as a very slight 
watercolor study detailing a few suggestions of form with a little color and almost no 
background. That is all Frank needed. From that little seed of composition Frazetta 
furiously painted the final oil in a state of white-hot inspiration. 

Frazetta saves his energy for the final product and usually expends very little effort 
on the study. INDOMITABLE Is a masterpiece. This work shows Frazetta the ARTIST, the 
creative master of idea, raw materials, and imaginative application. The treatment is loose 
and painterly: the oil vibrates with living brushstrokes. Frazetta chooses to work close to 
the canvas and avoids heavy applications or the layering of paint and glaze. In spite of this, 
Frazetta achieves a wondrous depth with his oils. His canvas resonates with magically 
blended tints that achieve a solid presence of reality. The viewer is THERE; this could be 
happening. Frazetta infuses the paint with his own considerable life-force and we feel that 
power. The overall mood of this work is somewhat unsettling, even melancholy. The 
strange perspective heightens the effect; the viewer is looking up at savage blurry action. 
Conan is frenzied, imperious, yet besieged by attackers and strange, demonic creatures. 
For a work such as this, Frazetta would typically play classical music to establish and 
encourage his mood. He avoids work by Wagner or Beethoven as being too triumphant in 
tone. Frank wants something a little less strident. He prefers Stravinsky. The moody 
atmosphere lives there in the paint. Conan is lit with a shaft of light from a dying sunset. 
An eerie twilight beckons us, 

Frazetta is a challenge. He offers us works with a distinctive combination of power 
and subtlety. This is a rare combination to achieve. Frazetta's best work explodes off the 
canvas, yet the eye and mind linger on the many virtuoso touches he adds. Frazetta 
combines outright entertainment with serious art. Frazetta admits that the Conan series was 
offered to him at just the right time. This gave him a platform to demonstrate his skill, 
vision and imagination. The novels of R.E. Howard had been in and out of print from the 
1 930's to the 1 960's. Their sales figures were never great. Then along came Frazetta! All 
of a sudden Conan became a pop phenomenon selling in the hundreds of thousands year 
after year. There is little doubt that the incredible resurgence of these books was due to 
those incredible Frazetta covers. Frazetta sells books. 

It was during this period that the legendary EC science-fiction artist, Wally Wood, 
walked over to Frank and said: "How does it feel to be the BEST?" I think that says it all. 


Dr. David Winiewicz 




THe COUP OaORS op rust ano 
oecAY sweep oown on thb 

NORTHeRN WINPS. SHAPOWS 
PRepARe THeiR ReiReAT as THe 
SUN BBGINS TO RISC OVBR THe 
PUSTY UANPSCAPe. 



STAND ^ 
VfATCa CUFT. YOUVe 
CLAUSTROPHOBIA 
L WIUl. DO US NO 
^^GOOP INStCTE- ^4 


WHA-P/ 




IH6 SUN 

ON THE UIVES OF OUB FINEST 
r FEU-OVSfS TONIGHT. FIVE MEN--ANP ^ 
THAT CTEVIt. IS SnUU OUT THEBE. THEIB 
NUMBEBS ABE SIMPt-Y APOED TO THE STACK; 

SitOBE OF OUB PEOPWE WHO HAVE BEEN 
W OEVOUBEP BY THE FIENP. THE BEAB . 
IS A VESSEL, MOST CERTAINLY. 

I FEAB THE WOBST.^^^^^^M| 


^NTUK. 


MANTUK— YES, 

Y MY SON. ASPIBITOF 
THE WORST EVIL--MINPLESS 
kpkBNAGE REINEP BY GUILE 
1%,. ANP CUNNING. A 


r MAY BE ^ 
WORSE THAN 
THE PROBLEM 
L. ITSELF- ^ 




I COOL WATER CARESSES SILKV 
' SKIN AS A CHIU? Of NATURE 
’ CELEBRATES THE SPLENDOR . 

OF IT ALL... , 



IS THE 

FINEST OF THE MEN OUR -nziBE^^ 
r BEABEP IN MANY MANY SEASONS. 1 
IBON THAT WALKS IS NOT ONLY MY 
SON. HE IS OUR FUTURE. HIS MINO IS 
AN AWESOME THINC3 RIVALEC? ONLY 
k BY HIS PURITY OF THOU«3HT. A 
RESPECT. HONOR. 

INTESRITV. 

ANO THAT 
WHY HE MUST BE ] 
sacrifice, a 


YOU ^ 
SCAREP ME/ 
SHAME ON 
^ YOU/ \A 


THAT IS TRUE. • 

IF IT WERE TO BE A LESSER 
f MAN, THE POWER THAT SHE BRINGS^ 
'WOULP PRIVE HIM TO EVIL, BASE ACTS. 

YOUR SON, SOUL OF THUNPEB, IS THE 
k ONLY MAN CAPABLE OF CARRYING . 
THE BURPEN THAT WE ASK 
HIM TO BEAR. 


I HAVE 
TO GO 
AWAY. 


Dli 

ITrA^ 

L llJi / . ■[ 



r'iiSi 




A SOSEB OOUBNEY TAKES A GfilM 
.TUBN AS THE REEK OF PECAY PLAYS 
THROUGH THE LOW CANYONS. 


A SCATTERED ARRAY 
• OF GORE AND OFFAL 
LITTERS THE GROUND. 


AND A COMMITMENT OF . 
[ THE SOUL IS ABOUT TO 
I BE WRITTEN IN FLESH... 



OUR TRIBAU HISTORY 
.TEUUS US THAT THE OUST 
WOMAN IS BAO MEPICINE. 


lANI? THEN SHE GOES' 
^ABOUr SEEING THAT 
THEY ARE RJl-Pli.L.EP. 













Ai t 

NNA • 





I SHE IS MY HEART ANP 
[ I WANT TO HOUP HER I 
I IN MY CHEST. I 


^ive ME 
THE WILL/ 


BUT MY TRUEST HOPE 
I IS EOe HER TO UIVE A 
|U0N<5 BBAUTIFUU UFE.. 

I ANP PEATVH STALKS 
I THIS WIUPERNSSS--I ' 
MUST PEFEAT ANP 
KILL THE MANTUK.' 


MAHHIBP 
NOW.. I 



SOMETIME AGO 
I THOUGHT THAT MV 
PATHEB SHOUI.D MOVE 


I BUT BIRTHRIGHTS ARE 
I MBANINGUESS IP THEY 
’ ARE STAINEO WITH THE , 
8UOOO OP THE REVEREO. 


...I WANT MY 
BIRTHRIGHT/ 



HE SAID THAT IT J 

WOUUD DO US NO 1 

M'TM! m 

GOOD. 1 STILU WONDER 1 


1 IP HE IS CORRECT. 1 ] 


1 THINK SOMETIMES THAT J 
I AM DESTINED TO BE 
1 , THE CHIEF... 1 



AS I FINAI.UY ENTER THE CAVE 
OF THE MANTUK, t CAN SMEUU 
THE OEATH AND ROT MIXED 
WITH THE SCENTS I NOW 4 
RECOGNIZE AS MY FRIENDS. 


GOOD 

UUCK, 

BOY- 


UNTTU NOW I NEVER 
OBSERVED SMEUI.S 
SO ACCUTEUY— MY 
WIFE HAS MANY 
'TAUENTS WHICH MAKE 
ME A POWERFUL- MAN. 



TWO...MAyB^ 
THBEE BROKEN BIBS- 
-BUT...NO PAIN. 


WITH THE STRENSTH 
OF TEN HORSES; I 
BURY MYSEUF IN HIS 
DENSE FUESH... 


.AND 


‘rip it apart.' 




ANC> NOW 

[she feecs off 

[OF MY PRICE. 


FROM THE i 
•MANTUK— NOT 
ME ANC... . I 


SHE 19 ‘ 

iPUSHINS ME WITH 
j EVERY OUNCE OF 
I HER WILL.. 






'''THE BI8U6 SAYS. AFTER ADAM AND 
EVE SINNED, &<X> CAST THEM OUT OF 
^ THE CARDEN OF EDEN FOREVER-' 


•HAVE you EVER WONDERED WHAT 
THAT FIRST SIN WAS? A SIMPLE 
DISOBEDIENCE, PERHAPS.' 


•THe PROBLEM IS THAT WE NEVER STOPPED 
OOINC IT. YOU WOULD HAVE THOUCHT 
WE WOULD HAVE LEARNED BY NOW.' 


’’ 'THATS WHY WE BUILT THE TIME MACHINE, MY 
HUSBAND, PETER AND I. TO GO BACK AND 
FIND EDEN. RND WHAT WE HAD LOST LONC AGO: 





msTOtt/ OF man is one of vroienfce. '' 

A CONmUAL BATne A04INST IMF Viftf FORCES 
OF NATURE rrSELF. AN OttOANISM AT WAtt 
JYITH TWE WECX UNIVBSS6 TMAT SUSTAINS IT. • 


THE SO-CALLEP EPEN M/TH TELLS 
OF US A TIME ANP PLACE WHERE 
THAT PICHOTOMy PIP NOT EXIST.* 


*WHERE MAN WAS 
ONB WITH NATURE. 


'WHERE HE PWELLEP NOT 
0/VTHE COOP EARTH...* 


'...BUTHTW 
rr AS ONB.' 




•He uNPeasroop 
rue fUNPAMet^TAi: 


•...STKUGGiecf 

uFe m> peAW.' 


•-..ANOACCePTBPn 
FOR WHAT 


'IT WAS ABOUT BAS/C SURWAL. 
NOT ABOUT aoOP V6RSUS 
eV/L OR ANT SUCH BALONBy.* 


f *He WAS ABOUT 
\U\<ING. TUAVSAU. 


'NOT WHAT you WOUUO 
CALL eOMPUCATBP.' 




J'"' WE'P^^ 
SETTER SiV/M 
“v FOR tr. 


^ SUB'S 
S/NJONO. 
. BAfTH! 


THERE'S ^ 
N0THIN6 WE 
CAN PO FOR THE 


' WELL... IT ^ 
WAS A 5C7AT 
S. UNPINl?. > 


t "INTO THIS NEW WORLP WE 

1 CAME. uNiNvrrep, unf^parbp i IM 

^ ANP CERTAINLV C/A^*W/V7JFC».- VI 

mill. 




BL fff 


I^Hh7. I . »> JTi 



VERYFUNff/.^^ 
yOUR SENSE OF 
HUMOR HAS ALWA/S BEEN 
A SOURCE OF OREAT 
COMFORT TO ME. > 


^ THArS 
COOP 
TO KNOW.. 
AA&HM! 


^PeTBfZ! ^ 
LOOK OUT/. 






nWEN TME 

Aaaveo. 
rr WAS WEARING 
A LOINCLOTH.' 


•I WAS SCMieO SILLY. PETER 
WAS BEIN</ TAKEN PROM ME ANR 
I WAS HELPLESS TO O'.* 


'PAMNIT! 

OAMNTTI 


WRAA... 

WHO? 


' /T5 ^ 

CRUSHING 
V /Wf/.' 


[yOURSELP, BABY! 
V AAOHH! > 


•IT WAS THE BRAVEST 
THIN«> I VVOEVER SEEN.' 


•HE PfiArTHEPAAW SNAKE. NOW 
THAT WAS A TWIST TO THE OUP 
STORy. APAM THE SNAKE." 




5^ THANK ^ 
[YOU, WHOEVER 
you ARE. 


*HE NEVER 
UTTEREP 
A 50UNP-* 


tV^O? 
WHOOOT 
.TO M£7 


( HB'S^ 
^ONEl 


FEEL LIKE I 
SWALLOWER A 
GALLON OF 
k. WATER- ^ 


^ WNO-S > 
(50NE? WHO PIP 
L you SEE? > 


^THAN)C &0^ 
HE OOT TO you 
^INTIMS! j 


W A r^msTORic ^ 
^ MAN. HE POKP INTO 
THE WATER ANP SAVBP 
k you FROM THE . 
j^S,^ SNAlie. 


A MAM 

r FAfTH, THATS ^ 
' IMPOSSI8LB. WE ARE 
^TOO FAR SACK IN T/MB 
\ FOR MAN TO HAVE J 
N. EvavEP. 


•WE SCRAMBLBP FOR THE 
NIGH GROUND. PRETIY 
MUCH LIKE OUR TREE 
PWELLINO ANCESTORS 
HAP LEARNEP TO PO 
MILUONS OF yEARS AGO.- 


■r CAN WE 
■ PISCUSS THIS 1 
LATBR7 .A 
^ RIOHT NOW I ^ 
THINK WE HAVE TO BE 
SOMBPLACB ELSB... 
^ FASTI . 


^ IPON'T > 
8BLIBVB THIS IS 
HAPPENING! J 





W potvepo 

fV NOW? 

IIP’ WE'RE 
■ TRAPPEP B 
^Lin TRE PAST.^H 
/ iURROUNPE^\ 
' Sy BEASTS LIKE ’ 
THAT! ITS ONLY A 
\MA17ER OF TIME A 
FOR US. 


f THAT ^ 
WAS WAY TOO 
L, CLOSE! >- 


y 

■ / (S£?//V5 ro ylj 
/ SURYIYE! NO fM 
>g^ MATTER oB 
,A^ WHAT!! 

YOU EVEN 

^ THINK ABOUT (HYING 
UP AW I'Ll. HANP PEEP 
L you TO THAT THING A 


MySELP, 


•WE HAP TO TAKE APYANTAGE 
OF tT WHILE WE COULP.' 


FAITH! ^ 
JWWrARE 
.you poiNG? 


^OBTTINS^ 
US POOP. / 
^HOPE. > 


BUT THERE “ 
MPy BE MORE 
OP THOSE THINGS 
^ NEARBy. / 


^ EKACTLY. # 

'' WHICH IS wny we > 

UAYt TO HURRY. ARE yOU 
. COINS TO CIVE ME A > 
^--.^HANP OR NOT? 


1 *My SPEAR MUST HAVE L 

■ HENETKATEP THKOUCH TO THE 

1 CREATURE'S BRAIN. IT WAS THE FIRST 
^COOPW/iyCWE'PSOTTENTHUSFAR.' Jw'Jli 

7 iKiSi; 






r ’I fOUNP A SHARP ROCK 
AMP STARTED FlULg-nWS US A 
l^PLE OP 5/0, STEAKS. 


•UNFORTUNATSCy WE WEREN'T 
THE O/VA/ONES UOOKINO 
fOP. A FRee WNCM.' 


•ENTER OUR SILENT 
SAVIOR ONCE AOAIN.' 


^oMwa. 


YOU! 


^ WHAT? ” 
IS THAT THE 
SO~CAUeC> 
CAVFMAN 
you SAW 
s^Rue/r?. 


•ALL I HAP TO PO WAS 
LET MV MINP EE STILL 
ANP THIN05 JUST CAMB 
TO ME. IT WAS 
ANP VET IT FELT 
FBRFBCTL.Y NATURAL.' 


HE'S (XKH& ~ 
TO Fseo rr 

NP FT KNO>*S 
Wf—SBB? 


^ *OM rO«ff OFF A CHUNK OF MEAT 
ANP JUSTUHB THAT I KNEW NOT 
ONLY WHAT HE CALLEP HIMSELF 
^ BUT WHAT HIS /NTBNT WAS.* 


HE UP TO? ^ 
THE CAr LOOKS 
LIKE rrs WATTING, 
^ FOR HIM. A 


?7 




PAITH, 

f WkWT THg Heu 1 

' IS (xma ON weRg? 

AM I LOSING m MINir? 
^ONe Of THIS SHOULP i 
Bt HAPPENING. 


r j KNOW, ^ 
PEAR. SLfT I 
TNINK WE JUST 
. HAVE TO OIVE ^ 
W rr 

y COME ON, ^ 
I HELP ME FINISH 
^ UP HERE- A 


TMrSOi/NPS 

Y SOME METAPHYSICAL ^ 

rwEW A<>E MN/USO JUMBO. FAITH,' 
WE'RE SCIENTISTS. WE'VE 
I COME BACK IN TIME TO i 
TBTfiNVSAV^ 
^^^^THE FUTURE. 


\ T>IE SUN SET TO A STYCJWN PARKNESS 
ANP I WAS OBATSFUL WE HAP MANAOEP 
TO OET A FIRE OOINO. THE MEAT 
L WAS CHEWY BUT NOURISHING.' 


^^FROM THE^W 
' ANIMALS ANP ^ 
VeOeTATION, THIS 1 
IS 0A£4/ZC/ THE k 
■>. PALBOZOIC.^^ 
^ /VO 
~ QUESTION ABOUT ^ 
THAT, BUT THAT 
MAN... HE'S >JAAfO^ 
k^OMO SAPIEN! A 
IT£>OfSiVT^ 
APP UP.Jjk 


YES, BUT 

^ WHAT IF THE 
f ANSWE9. TO THAT ^ 
SALVATION IS SOMETHING 
fO PRIMAL. iO BASIC. OUR 
SOPHISTICATEP INTELLECTS HAVE 
^ AOSr THE ABILITY TO k 
^ RECOGNIZE fT FOR 

WHAT rr is?^,^H 


I PON'T 

/ THINK SCIENCe 
iS TVS. RIGHT 
APPROACH HERE. 

EVER SINCE WE 

f ARRIVEP, I'VE FELT MY T 
JCONSdOUSNESS GROWING. 

AS IF rr WERE EXPANPING 
\ BEYONP THE NORMAL . 
■*V BOUNPARIES OF k 
MY SENSES. 


BUT /VOif^^l^B 
THAT LIMITS OUR 
' TRUE ABILITIES \V 
TO COEXIST 'NnV. IB 
I^E ENVIRONMENT. 

ANP SONSVO'H. 

' ^ ( OM.-THE SAVAGE: 
' * \ ISTHEA^/TO 

N. ALL OF THIS.^ 


“POOR PETER. HE WAS TRYING 
HJS BEST TO UNPERSTANP BUT HIS 
THOUGHTS WOULPN'T BE OUIET LONG 
ENOUGH TO HEAR THE REAL WORLP.' 


WITHOUT A 

WORJUNG HYPOTHESIS 
ANP RE^TEV TESTING, 
L HOW CAN WE KNOW . 
^ ANYTHING-? ^ 
SCIENCE'^^ 

n^r oNLY^k 

WAY TO PISCERN 1 
WHAT IS REAL I 
ANP WHAT M 

Cin^^S NOTj^^k 


NO! I > 
SPUL THINK HE'S 
VPANGEROUS, 
^ FAITH. 
r WE HAVE TO ^ 
STAY AWAY FROM 
HIM. NOW I'M 
TIREP. LET’S 
L GET SOME 


*I tCNEW PETER WAS WRONG. THERE 
WAS SALVATION HERE IF WE ONLY 
HAP THE COURAGE TO SEEK IT OUT. 
TO FINP IT ANP TO EMBRACE fT.' 




*I ICNenV WHERE TO PINP OM. 
ALL I HAP TO PO IE OA¥/V MV 
MINP ANP FOU.OW THE PATH.' 


‘NeiTHBR OF US 5AIP A W£»P, 
OM HAP SEEN A WOMAN, 

LET ALONE IMAOINEP ONE. 

IT WAS THE fti'OAr TIME.' 


•IT WAS BOTH Fn&^f^BNING ANP 
eXHILABATING. IT WAS PURB 
PESIRE. IT 'HAS COAfPLere 

NEEP. ANP, yes. rr was Love." 


'SVeRy THOUOHT I hap was his 
ANP y\Ct '/ERSA. I HAP NEVER 
XNOWN SUCH COMPLETE NAKEPNESS. 


"IT WAS 
eveRYTHINGI' 





•OF COURSE HE FOUNP US 
BASIIY ENOUSH AW I S/^W THE 
AWFUU A'iSTT IN HIS EVES.' 


•rr WAS Auu there beino swauowbp bv ^ 

AMTS. THE FEELINO OF BerttAYAL IMMEPIATEUT 
REPLACEP BV A /VffO FOR BIOOP.' 


y^PeTERJ^ 
PLBAse, rrs 

A/Or WHAT you 
L. TPINIC! ^ 


r 

couu> 

yVOU?!!. 


penR! 

. NO!! 


•IT WAS AS IF ALL THE MINPLSSS '/KXENCE OF 
HiSTORy WAS ABOUT TO BE BORN IN THAT 
AflOMENT ANP PBTBR WOULP BE ITS CRBATOR." 



•PETER PREW BLOOP /SNO FOR THE P/RST 
TIME IN ms LIFE, OM CRJBP OUT IN PAIN.' 


f P£TBRl\ W 
[ USTBN ) ,J 
^rOMB! 

YOLTRS 

STARTING m\ . 

PON'TYOU 
UNPBRSTANP'/^. 
7 AU TNB^^ 

(eLOOBLemNG! 
( THB WARS! MAN 
\ 8BCOMINGA j 


^ THIS ^ 
IS WRONG, 
NOMATTBR 
WHAT THB 
^REASON! . 


•OM WAS STRONGBR 1>WN PETER BUT 
HE REALL/ WA5NT FlffHTlN<J BACK. 

HE liNBW WHAT I WAS TR/INiJ TO 00 
ANP WAS <SIV1N<J ME MV CHANCE. 
ANP PETER'S AS WELL.' 


THAT IS 

^fWHAT THIS PLACE } 
■ A IS ALL ABOUT, 

PETER, .^ja 
EITHER WE 

f CHOOSB LOVE OO. ' 
WE LET THE SAME OLP 
k FUTURE HAPPEN a 




we HAve A 

/ CMANCe TO START ^ 
FRESH. TO BUILP A 
TWf CIVILIZATION. TO 
FOREGO Twe BLOOPSHEP 
V ANP5«rALLTHe , 
N. EVU. VET TO ^ 
COME. 


f you REAuy^ 
BELIEVE M'f CAN 
L POTHAT? > 


wrrw OM'S > 
HELP, yes. I THINK 
we CAN GROiV TO 
^ THAT CREAM. > 


-SIOWLY PETER BEOAN TO QUIET TVE 
OLP VOICES IN HIS SOUL ANP /4440M' 
OM TO BREATHE A NEW SPIRIT IN IT. 
ONE OF PEACE ANP HARMONY." 


ppp 

/BUT I THINK ME 
( HAS AN INTIMATE 
\ RELATIONSHIP 

f A- 

•ANP so IT 8ECAN ANEW. 

IT WAS IF THE SLATE 1 — 

^ WHAT "N l\ 

( IS HE, FArW? ) \ 


WIPEP CLEAN ANP THE 
FUTURE PAST FORCOTTEN.' 

i . IH JB|^| 


^wIwHk I 




If 


^wBnl 


§yi| 




•OUR Lfves WERE AM^^Py/lNPCOATFiVT’. THEN, 
ONE P,ay, PETER KNBW fT WAS TIME TO MOVE 
ON TO THE NeXT STAOE Of NEW EPEN.* 


THIS PtACE IS NOT ABOUT SCIENCE OR MIRACLES 
AT OPPS WITH EACH OTHER. ONCE PETER ANP 
I LEARNEP OM’S TRUTH, IT ALL FELL INTO PLACE." 


X WE'LL^ 

MISS you, 

PETER. TAKE 
CARE OF 
YOURSELF. 


y IF AIL^^ 
f COES WELL, I'LL ' 
TRy TO COME BACK 
k IN THE SPRINC. 
Xr PROMISE^, 


HA. 

r THANK you FISH. > 
yOU'HE COINC TO MAKE 
V A VERy COOP A 


SUPPER. 


TAKE ONLY WHAT yoU NEEP ANP 
IT, NATURE, COP, WHATEVER. WILL 
TAKE CARE OP THE REST.* 


T HELLO. > 
My NAME IS 
^ PETER- ^ 






/ 1 . 


fy. 





1 ^ C 












Wmr' ' ' 1 









mM' 

'-1, ''*g';^i?^j 
















upj^ 




liig 




fl 

'5?^ 



























■fef . 






. ■'■■'■ -.•' 
V;i 


»;j 

5-' ^ 
v^;> H 

i/ i 

g^^-5’ 
















kX^ rV, < ’ 











Wm¥: 





Bm 



'73s' 






(n a place where no 
one ever came cloee 
eo dreaming about;... a 
place created ft'cm a 
foaming brain^ Chnrn rr 
a Ciny ripple of cruCh 
Chat; duplicacee €cin(t.:y 
Co realiCy...exisCenccv '• 

self”picy and criumph.' 


This is a long gone 
dream in which only 
lose souls Find mercy 
fhom a god of 
an insane ereaCion/ 






Blowing cold winds chat 
come from an uneven 
breaching pattern warm the 
frigid core of the sun/ 


Rotting brain from 
inside Che brittle bone 
of an old branch 
impatiently waiting 
to outgrow the sky... 




1 \ 



lgb« ] 

r 

1 ’ \ 



^ '\\ 













...singing voices ChaC 
only a deaf ear could 
hear... so many Cimes 
murmur where and 
who you are... 














^iij 

K^ -'^/' .r:-x 

R?'^' 

1 
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He was the first of the four adventurous ones to 
present himself at the designated assembly point. The others 
t arrived soon after. The meteorologist was there, as was a sen- 
, . ior structural engineer. The third member of the group was a 
•; young female sanitation worker who went by the dulcet 
patronymic of Jhywinhuran. Forcing himself to ignore the 
more interesting conversation of the two high-level 
' researchers, he gravitated toward the only one of the group 
t with whom he might naturally be expected to bond. 

He would much rather have discussed their situa- 
’ I tion and pro.specis with the two scientists, but joining in an 
ongoing discussion with two such cerebral heavyweights was 
j ju.st the sort of misstep that could call his carefully consiruct- 
\ cd false identity into question. As it turned out. he was only 
' mildly disappomied. Jhywinhuran was lively, personable, far 
more attractive than either of the two senior techs, and did not 
rank his Job classification, it did not lake much of .in effort on 
4 his part to settle readily onto the bench alongside hers. 

"This is so exciting!" Light from overhead sparkled 
in her eyes. He observed that the red bands that streaked the 
predominant gold of her multiple lenses shaded delicately to 
. pink. "Ever since the existence of the bipeds was acknowl- 
r edged by the government I've dreamed of working clo.sely 
j with them. That’s why I applied for a position here. But 1 
I never imagined I would ever have the opportunity of actually 
I living among them as well." 

"Why?" 

She gestured uncertainty. "Why what?" 

"Why do you want to work and live among them?" 

•J Beneath them, the transport shifted slightly as it backed out 
of the loading bay and moved toward a tunnel whose termi- 
I nus he knew from a previous vLsii. . 

I "I've always liked new things." she replied. 

I "Anything new. When I heard about this, it seemed like the 
I newest thing there could be." 

I He looked away from her. scrutinizing the tunnel 

I ahead. "You .sound like you should be an artist." 

I "Oh. no!" She seemed shocked at the notion. "For 

I that you need a constructive imagination. Mine is purely 
I deductive. 1 have no aesthetic discipline at all. But I’m very 
I good at what 1 do." 

I "You must be," he told her. "or you would not have 

I been chosen for this transfer," 

"I know." She stridulated personal pride. "I'm proud 
I of my skills, even if my position is a lowly one." 

I "Not at all," fie chided her. "Mine is lower still. In 

I essence we are both laborers in the same discipline; biology. 

I I work one end, and you the other." 

I To make the mild witticism work he was forced to 

I employ a couple of whistles in High Thranx. It took her sev- 
I era! moments for comprehension to dawn, but when it did her 
I gesture of amusement was highly appreciative. As always, he 
I knew that he would have to be careful not to reveal too much 
I of his erudition. Assistant food preparaiors rarely made use of 
I High Thranx, which was not a dialect but a second language 
I whose use was largely reserved for the learned, 

I The journey through the tunnel seemed to go on for- 

I ever. Certainly he did not remember it taking half so long on 
I his previous visit. When questioned, the transport driver 
I could only say that he was taking them to the destination 
I decreed on his manifest. What would happen to them after 
1 they arrived at their destination he did not know, 

I After what felt like an interminable junket the trans- 

I port pulled into a dock unlike any Dcs had seen before. All 
I thranx facilities were spotless, but this one gleamed as if it 
I was scoured down every other lime-part. Security was notice- 
I ably prominent. The travelers were escorted olT the transport, 

I equal attention being paid to scientists and support workers. 

I Ushered into a dean room, their bodies and personal luggage 
I were minutely inspected, scanned, probed, and analyzed. 

I Desvendapur would have been uneasy had he not observed 
I that Jhy was even more ners-ous. Was she too the manufac- 
I turer and possessor of a false identity? 

1 No. that was absurd, he told himself. As ever, he 

I needed to be wary of slipping into paranoia. The four of them 
■ were going to be working in close quarters with humans. 



Still, the procedures being followed struck him a. 
excessive. After all. he had experienced close contact with 
one of the bipeds without any prescreening whatsoever, to the ! 
detriment of neither. But that contact hud been unofficial. ]| 
He had anticipated the in.spection and review would I 
last a few time-parts at mo.st. It occupied the belter part of I, 
three days, during which time the four assignees were kept ; } 
isolated not only from humans but from all other thranx ^ 
except tho.se immediately involved in their examination. At I 
the end of that period they were directed to board another I 
transport. Des noted that it was not independently powered. ■ 
but instead was mounted on magnetic repulsion strips. That I 
suggested a high-speed journey, and a much longer one than I 
he had expected. r 

He was moved to query the official marching along- L 
side him. She had a silver star and two subsidiary bursts I 
embedded in the chitin of her right upper shoulder. "Where J 
are we going? Why the rapid transport'.’" He gestured with a J 
truhand. "The human sector is right over there somewhere." «l 
"The Geswixt sector is." the escort agreed. "But you ■ 
four have not been assigned to Geswixt. You’re going to the I 
project." P 

"The project!" Striding along just behind the poet. I, 
Jhywinhuran was listening intently. "The project on 
Hivehom. They didn't tell us." 

"No point in keeping it a secret now. I envy you." 
the escort murmured. "You will have the opportunity to meet 
. and interact with the famous first-contact supervisor, the Hint 
Ryozcnzuzex. Quite an honor." 

"I’ve never been offworld." Desvendapur's mind 
■ was spinning. Space-plus travel itself — 'the experience of 
journeying between different star systems — should provide 
>1 marvelous fodder for composition. And then there was the 
opportunity to live and work with members of the original 
project, set up soon after the first tentative thranx-human con- 
tact was established. 

"Neither have 1." The escort gestured appropriately 
as they reached the portal that provided entrance to the trans- 
port. ' Nor is it likely 1 will ever be. But I am grateful for the 
opportunity to work here and contribute to interspecies 
understanding." 

"How many humans have you met?" Des asked as 
he stepped into the waiting vehicle. "How many have you 
dealt with?" 

"None." The escort stood stiffly to one side as they i 
boarded, all four arms upraised in salute. "1 am with Security. 1 
Our job is to keep the wandering curious away from the l' 
humans, not to interact with them. But there is still the satis- f 
faction of contributing. Sweet traveling to you." 

Anticipation surged through Desvendapur as he set- 1 
lied his abdomen over a vacant bench, straddling it expec- 1 
lantly. Very .soon thereafter, the transport began to move, t 
picking up speed as it rose above the strip and raced toward ' 
an unknown destination. No, not entirely unknown, he told 
himself. There would be a ship waiting, a shuttle to lift them 
into orbit. There they would board a .starship for llic journey '' 
through space-plus to Hivehom, the thranx homeworld and i 
the location of the project. ' 

For someone who had hoped only to meet another | 
human or two in their own environment, events were moving i 
along encouragingly indeed. ' 

There were no signs to identify the station where 1 
they eventually disembarked, and no crowds to query. 
Insignia and attitude indicated that they had arrived at a mil- 
itary as opposed to a commercial facility, a supposition that 
further inspection and scrutiny confirmed. 

Everything was going so well that Desvendapur 1 
was unprepared when the processor standing on the other i 
side of tne railing looked up from his readout to declare calm- 
ly but firmly. "Desvenbapur? There's no Desvenbapur in this^ 

The poet's blood went colder than it had on the day* 
he had stumbled inadvertently outside the Geswixt hive and ■ 
into the accumulated rilth above. The new identity he had 1 


I worked so long and hard to consiruct seemed lo evaporate 
I like a puff of perfumed pleorin. leaving him standing exposed 
I and revealed lo every set of compound eyes in the facility. 
I But no one was looking in his direction: no one was staring 
I at him accusingly. Yet, 

I "There must be a mistake. 1 made proper applica- 

I lion and have been passed on through to this point without 
I any djfficuliy." He struggled to keep his antennae from 
I twitching, fought lo conceal the fear that was raging through 
I him. 

The processor was not impressed. He was a senior. 
I his chitin shading heavily to purple, but he was still alert and 
I in full possession of his faculties. He replied without looking 
I up from the readout. 

I "Tliai is why a hive has multiple layers of security. 

I What slips past one can be caught by another." 

I There was nothing Desvendapur could do but stand and wail. 
I Having passed on to the next station, a puzzled Jhy walked 
I back lo .sec what was taking so long. When Des explained. 
I she became irate. 

"What nonsense is this? Of course this male 
I belongs. He is one of four assigned lo this duty. No — honored 
I by this duly." 

I "Really. Jhy." He did his best to quiet her. looking 

I around uneasily. Drawn to the commotion, the two .scientists 
J who had already been cleared had paused at the top of the 
1 landing to look back. The one thing Des did not seek in his 
I prc-sent incarnation was attention. "I'm sure it will sort itself 
^ out." 

She gazed at him out of eyes that were a flaxen 
mposite of shattered mirrors. "You shouldn't let him treat 
I you like this. Des. You are special now. All four of us are." 
I She eyed the processor sternly. "Regardless of our individual 
I job classifications." 

1 The elderly drone remained unperturbed. 

I "Procedures must be followed. Otherwise you do not have a 
I hive: you have anarchy. If he is not in the file, then it admits 
I of an irre|ularity. Irregularities must be resolved." 

I 'I am sure this one will be." The poet made short, 

I swooping, soothing gestures with both truhands. "It has to be 
I some sort of administrative error." 

I "No." The processor was adamant. "There is no 

I Desvenbapur registered here." A iruhand reached toward a 
I communicator. I will have to summon a superior — and 
I Security." 

I Tussling with a couple of warriors with oversized 

I mandibles would not get him a cubicle on the waiting star- 
I ship. Des knew. There was nothing he could do but stand and 
I wait. Wait, he feared, for the inevitable — for that which he 
I had succeeded in putting off for more than a year. 

I "I do not understand." If Desvendapur was dis- 

I tressed. Jhywinhuran was openly baffled. "He has been work- 
I ing at Geswixi hive for some time. That is a security-sensi- 
I live area, and there has been no difficuily. Why should there 
I be a confusion now? It's not as if he is laboring for military 
I intelligence or energy research. He works in food process* 
I ing." 

I _ "It docs not matter." declared the processor with 
I finality. "A security breach is a security breach, no matter 
I what the status of the ..." He hailed in midapprobation. "Food 
I preparation?" 

I 'Eighth-level assistant," Desvendapur supplied 

I quickly. 

I The processor clicked .sharply, his mandibles grind- 

I ing together just so. "The file lists you as a food synthesizer. 
I That is a much more illustrious designation." 

I "I completely agree." Des told him. "but it is not 

I one that applies to me. I am only an assistant preparator." 
I Leaning forward, he tried to steal a glimpse of the readout. 

; and failed. It was attuned only lo the eyes of the processor, 
ci Digits moved and the readout changed. Desvendapur remind- 
jed himself to breathe. 

"Ahi. here it is." The drone's tone did not change. 
I "Desvenbapur. Assistant food preparator. level eight. You 
I may proceed to the next checkpoint." 

"That's it?" The challenge emerged of its own 


accord. "After all that?" 

"After all what?" The processor eyed him curious- 
ly. "It was a simple Filing error. I was doing my Job." 

He would have to learn to accept such things ii. 
stride, a relieved E)esvendapur told himself His identity had 
not been compromised — only momentarily misplaced. With 
; Jhy leading the way, he advanced to the next station, ready j 
, now for whatever challenge it might present, ] 

'V! He need not have concerned himself. At each sue- j 

' I cessiye checkpoint his presence was acknowledged and his 
legitimacy confimied. If he had been at all worried about the ] 
integrity of his newly wrought identity, two days of process- 
ing did much to lay his concerns to re.sl. 

Tliey were housed together until the following I 
morning, when they were due to lift off via atmospheric shut- f 
lie. Wailing in high orbit was the space-plus transport 
Zcnruloim. No one had officially told them they were going 
to Hivehom. and no one had to: That was where the project 1 
was located. 

He tried to prepare himself mentally for the voyage , 
ahead. His first journey offworld should be good for a folio j 
at least. Then would come the descent to an entirely new j 
planet, the ancestral homeworld of the thranx. Finally there 
would be. at long last, extended and intimate contact with the I 
extraordinary bipedal mammals called humans. His sleeping j 

I chamber was comfonable enough, but he hardly slept at all. ] 
Morning brought with it an excitement that was as dilficult to 
contain as it was to quantify. He was plea.sed to note that the 
two scientists, far from being intellectually or emotionally 
above such simple emotions, were as visibly excited as foc^ 
preparator and sanitation worker. 

They boarded the shuttle via a long access ramp. At j 
no lime were they exposed to the outside, but that was per- 
fectly natural. Very little of a hive beyond parks and recre- 
alional sites was located on the surface. The atmospheric 1 
shuttle itself was of modest dimensions, long and low. Brief I 
prelifi instruction was given; no one materialized to offer I 
... good-byes or farewells: and before he really had lime lo 1 
inspect his .surroundings, Desvendapur found himself air- * 
borne and thundering toward orbit. 

Offworld. There were no ports on the government 1 
transport, but by utilizing the seat controls he was able lo call I 
up a three-dimensional projection of the external view in any I 
direction. He saw Willow- Wane receding below him and the I 
firmament of stars and worlds and other species — primitive I 
and intelligent, familiar and alien — drawing infinitesimajjxJ 
closer. Within him fresh inspiration simmered but did not] 
boil. That would come with consistent contact, he felt. When I 
he was surrounded by alien bipeds, by humans dwelling in I 
their own facilities, that was when the river of enlightenment I 
would wash over him to cleanse him of the puerile, classical I 
heritage of traditional thranx rhythmic narrative. ] 

He had studied hard, had prepared for this his whole I 
life. What it was permitted to know, he had absorbed, from I 
available records and reports. He knew how humans lived. I 
but that was not the same as living with and among them. He I 
knew how they were supposed lo smell, but that was not the I 
same as smelling them. He knew how they moved, how their 1 
peculiarly re.stricled speech patterns .sounded, how they J 
viewed the universe out of undersized single-lensed eyes. I 
how their digestive systems worked to process not only nor- 1 
mal food but dead animal products as well. All these things J 
he knew, bm studying them in recordings and reading about;3 
them in second-and third-hand reports was not tlie same thing"! 
[f.g as experiencing them for himself. I 

Furthermore, almost all of it was knowledge that 1 
had been gained under controlled conditions. From the stand- 
point of an artist as opposed to a scientist, he valued his sin- 
gle, brief, ilangerous encounter with the lone human in the I 
rilih above Geswixt more than all the recorded lore he had I 
assimilated. How he was going to duplicate and e.xpand upon I 
that under the controlled conditions of the project he did not j 
know. He only knew that it was necessary, even vital, to the | 
maturation of his art. Somehow he would make it happen, af- J 
But first they had to get there. ' aji I 

When the 2i:n made the jump from nontial space to T 


sounds for what he believed to be a modestly successful tri- 
partite stanza. Realizing that it undoubtedly duplicated, in 
spirit if not in actual phraseology, a hundred similar initial 
deep-space experiences, he promptly discarded the entire 
minor opus. He had not come this far, had not lied and invent- 
ed and lowered himself and abandoned the patrimony of his 
hive, to grind out pale imitations of the work of others who 
had gone before him. He sought the unique, the new. the dis- 
tinctive. That would not be found in duplicating the obvious 
experiences of predecessors. 

As the journey through distorted space-time pro- 
gressed he came to know his fellow travelers better. Though 
he focu.sed his attentions on Jhywinhuran and the two scien- 
tists who had also been assigned to the project, he did not 
neglect the other passengers or those members of the crew 
who found time to spend with an inquisitive lower-level pas- 
•senger. He partook of everything. A true artist disdained noth- 
ing. never knowing from where true inspiration might arise. 
So he acquired and stored away information on topics as 
diverse as hydrological engineering and starship mainte- 
nance, not neglecting the area of food preparation, in which 
he could boast some expertise. 

They were two eight-days out and he was sleeping 
soundly in his private cubicle when he heard the noise. It was 
a muffled creaking, repeated at regular intervals. Since the 
components of a thranx ves.sel, fit together seamle.ssly. it was 
dilTicult to imagine what might be causing noise sufficient to 
wake him. As he regained consciousness, lying in the dark on 
the low sleeping bench, he listened intently to the soft, unset- 
tling sounds. He did not have to open his eyes because they 
were always open. He had only to struggle to pull together 
the constituent bits and pieces of his consciousness. 

The subtle shushing was produced by the move- 
it of clothing against the body of ns wearer. But it was not 
the .slick rush of thranx protective attire against smooth, hard 
chitin. The noise that had awakened him was more subtle, 
almost as if cloth were being dragged across water. 

Looking up. he saw the shape looming over him. In 
the twilight that tilled the cubicle it was enormous and unar- 
guably human. From his studies Des knew that specific 
bipeds varied considerably in size, as opposed to other sapi- 
ent species like the thranx or the AAnn whose individual 
physical dimensions were relatively consistent. This one was 
at lea.st twice a.s big as the solitary male he had encountered 
in the exposed air of Geswixt. An enormous waterfall of tan- 
gled black fur sprouted from its face and head to hang down 
over the upper portion of its chest and shoulders. Its eyes 
were black and protruding. 

Its immen.se five-digited hands, of which the crea- 
ture had only two, gripped a shiny length of projcction-siua- 
ded metal that was vaguely ominous in outline. The creature 
wore a heavy Jacket of some dun-colored material and match- 
ing pants, and its single pair of feet were shod in calf-high 
black boots fashioned from some muted, reflective 
material. 

Towering above his bed. it glared down at him, 
showing the even, white teeth that served the same function 
as normal mandibles. Its entire aspect was quietly intimidat- 
ing. No empathetic "Are you all right?" greeted the awaken- 
ing of the single sleeper. From head to foot the massive fig- 
ure was the perfect embodiment of alien nightmare. 

EJespite the insulation, he could hear some commo- 
tion outside the door to his cubicle. There were high-pitched 
whistles tliat passed for screams, followed by the muted 
whisper of running feet and loud, anxious conversation. 
Querulous mandibular dicks filtered into his quarters from 
the corridor out.sidc as if it had been invaded and was being 
assaulted by a horde of migrating carnivorous metractia from 
Trix. 

Raising his upper body off the sleeping bench he 
whispered in the direction of the cubicle's scrllbcr. The aural 
pickup winked to life. "Projective intrusion noted. Presumed 
unscheduled emotional stability test acknowledged. 
Returning to sleep." When no further vocals were forthcom- 
iM from the sleepy occupant of the room, the .scrilber winked 
off, having duly made note of Desvendapur's terse report. 



Glancing to his right, he saw that the forbidding fig- 
ure had vanished. The projection really had been well done, 
he mused as he drifted back toward unconsciousness. Had he 
been confronted with it the previous year he undoubtedly 
would have joined the others who had been assailed with the ! 
same nocturnal visitation in scrambling in panic for ihe cor- | 
ridor outside his cubicle. But he wa.s not the same individual i 
he had been then. He knew more now — a great deal more. i 
That acquired knowledge was reflected in the calm with ! 
which he had confronted the figure, and in his ability to ■ 
return readily to a state of uninvolved repose. 

Following ihe daybreak meal the four fellow travel- i 
ers were called away from Ihe other passengers to a private, 
secured conspectus session in a spacious meeting chamber. 
Warm earth tones dominated the ddcor. and the walls exuded | 
Ihe familiar fragrance of rammed earth and decomposing ; 
vegetation. The two senior researchers who debriefed them i 
were especially intrigued with Desvendapur's laconic reac- 
tion to the finely rendered three-dimensional imaging of the . 
previous night. ; 

"You did not panic when confronted with the : 
human visualization." the elder, a female, declared almost 


Des was aware that this lime not only Jhy but the 
two scientists were watching him curiously. Had he stepped 
too boldly outside his carefully constructed identity? Should f 
he too have run out into the hall whistling in fear and panic ? ' 
But he had been awakened from a sound sleep and had react- ■ 
ed, not as a false persona, but as himself, bringing into play i 
all the knowledge he had acquired in the past year. He could ' 
only hope that it would not mark him so singularly a.s to 
prompt a probe from which this time he might not emerge 
unscathed. 

Realizing that the longer he delayed responding the 
greater the likelihood of suspicion germinating in the minds 
of his interrogators, he replied succinctly. "I saw no immedi- 
ate reason for alarm." 

A slightly younger male questioner spoke up 
sharply. Desvendapur wondered if in addition to being f 
recorded, this encounter was also being broadcast to and 
studied by an unknown number of other suspicious profes- 
sionals. 

"An armed alien of considerable size and menacing 
aspect appears without warning in your sleeping quarters in 
the middle of the night, waking you from a deep rest, and ■ 
instead of panicking you immediately recognize the intrusion i 
a.s specious, react accordingly, luid go back to sleep. How 
many thranx do you think would react in such a fashion?” . 
Awaiting his re.sponse, every antenna in Ihe chamber was 
inclined in his direction. He hoped he was not emitting a t 
strong iKlor of concern. 

"Probably very few." 

"Probably not more than a handful." The female's ; 
tone was shaip. incisive but without overtones of anger. "An I 
assistant food preparator from Willow-Wane would not gen- I 
erally be accounted a member of that group." ! 

Subdued light glinted off the curve of the male's eyes. "How ,1 
did you recognize .so quickly that the intruder was a projec- 
tion, and therefore posed no threat to you?" 

"From his clothing." This lime Des replied prompt- 
ly and without hesitation. 

The interrogators exchanged a glance and passing 
antenna contact. "Every effort was made to ensure the 
verisimilitude of the human’s appearance. What was wrong 
with its clothing?" 

"There was nothing wrong with ii. At least," the 
poet ha.stened to add, "nothing that I, based on my own pri- 
vate studies of humans and their habits and accouterments, 
could see." 

"Then why did you react so calmly?" the male 
pressed him. "What about the appearance of the simulacrum's < 
attire told that it could not be real?" 

I'^ere was too much of it." Des felt safe in indicat- i 
ing mild amusement. "Humans thrive in a climate of consid- | 
erably less heat and one-third Ihe humidity that thranx enjoy. I 


Ixhey can endure what we consider optimum living condi- 
llions. but they are not comfortable in them. And what we 
^ would regard as an excessive but tolerable climate could 
i prove fatal to even well-adapted humans." Feeling more 
Indent, he shifted easily on the resting bench. 

"The temperature in my quarters was. if anything, 

;t slightly warmer iuid moisier than usual to accommodate 

■ my personal sleeping preferences. The bipedal figure wore 
" lot less than two layers of heavy human clothing. According 

o my studies, no human — no matter how well acclimated to 
|Willow-Wane or Hivehom or any thranx world — would vol- 
|unlarily wear a fourth as much apparel. Its system could not 
Itoleratc it for more than a lime-part or so without suffering 
■serious overheating. Yet the figure that woke me from my 
Isleep did not appear even slightly inconvenienced by the 
Bmicroclimaie in my room. The characteristic cooling conden- 
Isalion known as sweat was not present on its skin at all." He 

■ looked from his interrogators to his colleagues. "That's how I 
|kncw it couldn't be a real human." 

The examiners looked briefly to their scrilbers 
|bcforc the female replied. With a iruhand she indicated not 

■ suspicion or accusation, but admiration. "You arc observant 
Ibeyond your station. Desvenbapur. It is no wonder you were 
Ichosen to participate in as significant an underttiking as this." 

■ He hastened to demur. "I have always tried lo learn every- 
" thing possible about any task I was involved with, whether it 
,L concerned food preparation or anything else. The simulacrum 

* ''Jcould have fooled me. It just happened that I was studying 
' 't-' / that section provided to us that deals with human physiology 
' *jonly last eight-day. and remembered it right away. It was at 

■ the front of my memory." 

I "A fine memory." she complimented him. "I would 

I let you prepare my food anytime." Indicating that their 
I involvement in the meeting was concluded, she and her com- 
Ipanion rose and left the room. Their place was taken by four 
inew officials, one of whom had two full stars inset into her 
Iright shoulder. 

I Desvendapur leaned toward Jhy and whispered. "1 

Iwonder what we have done to deserve the attention of so 
|much rank." 

"I don't know." She was grooming an antenna. 
Ibcnding it forward and down with her left truhand and run- 
Ining the sensory organ delicately through her mandibles. 
■"You certainly elevated yourself in the project's estimation 
■with your actions last night." 

|| "I was lucky." Using a surreptitious foothand, he 

|strokcd her upper abdomen. Her ovipositors reacted with a 

■ slight quiver. "Easy enough lo be nonchalant in the presence 
■of a projected simulacrum. Next lime 1 will probably be the 
|one who runs screaming." 

"Somehow I don't think so." She would have said 
j|morc, but the first of the newly arrived ranking elders was 
|spcaking to them. 

"You four will be joining and participating in what 
y eints have dubbed the mo.st important social experi- 

1 in thranx history. As you know from your studies, ever 

2 contact was first made we have found these bipedal 
Imammals to be at once fascinating and frightening, refresh- 
ling and appalling, useful and dangerous. They are an aggres- 
* -ve. inventive species that exhibits a disturbing tendency lo 

t before thinking. More often than you might expect, this 
I produces results that are not to their benefit. Yet they will 

■ plunge blindly on. sometimes even when they are awjire that 
I what they are doing is detrimental lo their own cause. It has 
I been theorized that they have too much energy for their own 

■ good. 

"Ba.sed on our initial contacts with them they are, 1 
II pleased to report, not fond of our old friends the AAnn. 
3 But neither are they openly antagonistic toward them. Their 
J attitude toward us is characterized by an unreasonable, irra- 
gtional fear of the innumerable .small arthropods that inhabit 
"^eir own world, against which they have been waging a war 
Inot merely for dominance but for survival since they acquired 
-■the first stirrings of sapience. Our physical appearance was 
■therefore .something of a shock lo them, from which only the 
Imost intelligent and responsive of their kind have intmaged to 


■ _ 

‘ recover. Progress in advancing relations has therefore b 
^ much slower than either government would like. Yet to n 
matters risks alienating the more conservative among c 
own kind while simultaneously activating the latent xer 

E hobia that is regrettably endemic among the vast majority of I 
umans. * 

. "Overall, their present attitude toward us might best 

‘ be characterized as a suspicious ambivalence. It is hoped that , 
this will correct itself with time. In the interim, various pro- 
posals have been pul forth, by both sides, for differenl means | 

. ‘ I of accelerating the process of contact." 

"The project," the meteorologist pointed out. 

■'Yes.' It was the iwo-.siar who responded. 
"Everyone who wants to be or needs to be — human as well as ] 
thranx — is familiar with the project and its estimable goals." 
Her great golden eyes lingered individually on each of the | 
four designates. "What is not known except among the high- 
est representatives of both governments is that a similar proj- ; 
eel has been e.stablished elsewhere." 

"The need for secrecy is absolute." a third .supervi- j 
sor commented tersely. "As suspicious and mistrustful as the ! 
humans are of us, it is believed they would react in a manner I 
most unfriendly to the revelation that not simply a contact ] 
post, but the beginnings of a real colony were being estab- j 
lished in their midst." 

Desvendapur was not sure he had heard correctly. 
The thranx had begun establishing colonies on habitable 
worlds generations ago, but to the best of his knowledge they 
IH had never tried to situate one on a world already inhabited by | 
another intelligent species. The idea of establishing a full- 
■B blown hive on a human-occupied world was more than dar- 
IH ing. Many would call it foolhardy. 

nP Yet he sensed this was not a test, as the simulacnim | 

Vy of the previous night had been. The supervisors were a; 
ous as a pregnant female about to lay. 

"Which world?" the engineer asked. "Cenlaurus I 
Five, or one of the other Centaurian spheres?" 

"None of those." The two-star was speaking again. 

If possible, her manner was more serious than before. "It is to j 
. this colony that you have been assigned. It is there that you j 
..c^; wilt be working, often in closer quarters with humans than I 
^ any thranx anywhere else. Nothing of this kind has ever been j 
attempted before. You will be part of a pioneering inter- I 
26 species social experiment." Lifting a scrilner, she flicked a I 
control on the panel. A fully featured three-dimensional globe T 
appeared in the air between supervisors and incipient j 
colonists, 

"The great majority of humans are unaware of it, i 
and if everything goes according to plan they will remain so I 
for quite some lime, but there is even as we speak an expand- I 
ing &ranx presence here, growing and thriving with the help 1 
of a few dedicated, farseeing 
humans." 

As she spoke the global image rotated before them, I 
the view zooming in and out at the whim of the controller. It I 
was a beautiful world, Desvendapur thought, swimming I 
beneath its sea of thin white clouds. Not as beautiful as I 
Hivehom. or even Willow-Wane, but except for the preva- | 
lence of large oceans, an inviting planet nonetheless. He j 
wondered which of the human-coTonized worlds they were I 
seeing, wondered what the name of their destination might I 

be. I 

The one supervisor who had not spoken yet now 1 
stood back on all four trulegs and proceeded to enlighten, 
elucidate, and explain. 

"Burrowers. fellow hive pioneers, future colonists. I 
here is your destination. I extend to you all an early wel- I 
come — to Earth." Turning, he gesticulated soinbemess mixed I 
i-'""! with humor. "After all, if the humans can be allowed to have | 
• a colony on Hivehom. why should we not have reciprocal j 
privileges on their homeworld?" 
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